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" Yes," said Soames, u she's got a good little head, when
she doesn't lose it." He seemed again to consult the Goya,
and ad<fed :
u By the way, that young Jon Forsyte is over here—
they tell me—staying at Green Street, and stoking an
engine or something. A boy-and-girl affair ; but I thought
you ought to know."
u Oh ! " said Michael, fc< thanks.   I hadn't heard."
" I  don't   suppose  she's  heard,   either,"  said   Soames
guardedly ; " I told them not to tell her. D'you remember,
in America, up at Mount Vernon, when I was taken ill ? "
"• Yes, sir ;   very well"
^ Well, I wasn't. Fact is, I saw that young man and
his wife talking to you on the stairs. Thought it better
that Fleur shouldn't run up against them. These things
are very silly, but you never can tell."
"• No," said Michael, drily; " you never can. tell. I
remember liking the look of him a good deal."
" H'm ! " muttered Soames : " He's the son of his
father, I expect."
And, from the expression on his face, Michael formed
the notion that this was a doubtful advantage.
No more was said, because of Soames' lifelong convic-
tion that one did not say any more than one need say;
and of Michael's prejudice against discussing Fleur seri-
ously, even with her father. She had seemed to him quite
happy lately. After five-and-a-half years of marriage, he
was sure that mentally Fleur liked him, that physically
she had no objection to him, and that a man was not
sensible if he expected much more. She consistently de-
clined, of course, to duplicate Kit, but only because she
did not want to be put out of action again for months
at a time. The more active, the happier she was—over
this canteen for instance, she was in her glory. If,

